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the people, but once there he would find some old companion and chatter
away, very pleased with himself for having been prevailed upon. The
music did much to soothe his overwrought nerves when he was worried
or was working too hard.

And so his life went on in its exasperatingly humdrum way. At early
dawn the frail hand was at work on the glowing canvases, and at night-
fall as the light failed after the sunset he would still be at work, touching,
criticising, perfecting. In the evenings there would be the same attempts at
relaxation, which more often than not turned into improvements of his
mind. Then there were the same giddy moments of inspiration and the
blight of disappointment that he had known in his youth. And so his
life might have gone on, but fate, which had often been kind to Watts,
decided that this should not be the end, but in many respects the beginning.